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TULLOCH0OR  UM. 


Come  gie's  a  sang  the  lady  cried, 
\^itd  lay  ^our  di^uta^s  irtl  a^ide, 
Whtit  ^iromense  i^'t  for  Mk^  td  cliSife 

For  what's  been  done  before  them. 
Let  whig  and  tory  all  agreed 
Whig  and  toryj  whig  and  torv, 
Let  whig  and  tory  all  agree 

To  drop  their  whigmegmorum. 
Let  whig  and  ^ory  all  agree 
To  spend  the  iiight  with  mirth  and  g!ee 
And  cheerfu*  ^ing  alang  with  me 

The  r<5el  cf  Tullochgorum. 

Tidlochgorttm's  my  deliglvt. 

It  gars  us  9*  in  ane  unite, 

And  oniesumph  that  keeps  tip  spite, 

In  conscience  I  abhor  him: 
Blithe  and  merry  we's  be  a', 
Blithe  ani^  mef ry,  blithe  and  merry. 
Blithe  and  merry  we's  a% 

T®  BiaJi  a  cheerfu-  qaorum; 
Blithe  ahd  merry  we's  %  a' 
As  lang  as  we  bae  breatn  to  draw, 
And  dance  till  we  be  like  to  fa'. 

The  re<d  <?f  TuUechgorum. 
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Tliere  needs  i?a  be  S3C  great  a  phrase 
With  btbjging  dull  Itafiah  l-ays; 
I  wflfcina  (fie  our  mn  Strathspies 

For  half  a  hunder  score  o'm. 
They're  dowfFand  dowie  at  ihe  be^t, 
Dowff  and  dowie,  cJcmffi  and  dowi^, 
They Vc  dowfF  and  dbwie  at  tfe  be«t^- 

With  a' th^ir  varipram:     '  ;        ;  ^ 
lliey're  dotHriFand  d^owfe  at  the  be^t, 
Their  allegros,  and  a'  the  rest, 
They  can please  a  Highland  tast^^^c 

Cofnpared  with  Talldchg^run^. 

Let  war  dry  minds  thctn  selves  op  prcii^j 
Wii}i  fear  of  want  and  double  cess, 
And  silly  Sauls  themseives  distress, 

With  keeping  up  decoruili. 
Slaall  we  sae  sour  and  snlky  sit. 
Sour  and  sidky,  soijf  and  su^ky, 
Shall  we  sae  sour  and  sulky  sit, 

Like  auld  Philospliorum? 
Shall  we  sae  sour  and  sulky  sit> 
With  neither  sense,  nor  mirth,  nor  wit, 
And  caana  rise  to  shake  a  fit 

To  the  reel  of  TuUochgonnn. 

May  choicest  blessings  still  attend 
Each  honest-hearted  open  friend, 
And  calm  and  quiet  bebis  end> 
Be    that's  gude  before  biro  1 
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May  peace  and  plenty  be  his  lot. 
Peace  and  plenty,  peace  and  plenty^ 
May  peace  and  plenty  be  his  lot, 

And  dainties  a  great  store  o*m! 
May  peace  and  plenty  be  his  lot, 
Unstained  by  any  vicious  blot! 
And  may  he  never  want  a  groat 

That's  fond  of  Tullochgorum. 

Butvfor  the  discontented  fool. 
Who  wauis  to  be  oppression's  tool 
May  e»vy  gnaw  his  rotten  soul, 

/And  blackest  firends devour  him! 
May  dool  and  sorrow  be  his  chance, 
Dool  and  sorrow,  dool  and  sorrow. 
May  dool  and  sorrow  be  his  chance. 

And  honest  souls  abhor  him: 
May  dool  and  sorrow  be  his  chance^ 
And  a'  the  ills  that  come  frae  Fraiiec, 
Whae'er  he  be  that  winna  dance 

The  reel  pf  Tullochgorum, 

THE  HIGHLAND  PLAID. 

Lowland  lassie  will  ye  go, 

Wbare  the  bills  are  clad  wi'  snow, 

Whare  beneaAh  the  icy  steep, 

The  hardy  shepherd  tends  his  sheep  ; 

III  nor  <^afC:fehall  thee  betide* 

When  row*d  within  my  Highland  plaid. 
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Scon  the  voice  of  cheary  spring 
Will  gar  a'  our  plantins  ring, 
Soon  dur  bonny  heather  brae#, 
Will  put  on  their  summer  claef.; 
On  the  mountain's  sunny  side 
We'll  lean  us  on  my  Highlifind  pla5d« 

When  the  simmer. spreads  the  fiow'rs 
Busies  the  glens  in  leafy  bowers, 
Then  we'll  seek  the  caller  shade, 
Lean  lis  on  the  priniroge  bed ; 
While  the  burning  hours  preside, 
m  screen  thee  wi*  my  Highland  pla?d. 

TUe^  we'll  leave  the  sheep  and  goat, 
J  will  launch  the  bonny  boat, 
Skim  the  loch  in  canty  glee, 
R«£t  the  oars  to  pleasure  thee; 
When  chilly  breeaes  sweep  the  tide, 
Jiap  thee  wi'  my  Highland  plaid. 

Lowland  lad^  may  dress  mair  fine, 
Woo  in  words  mair  gaft  then  mine^ 
Lowland  lads  hae  mair  of  art^ 
A*  my  boast's  an  honest  heart f 
Whilk  ^all  ever  be  my  pride, 
Q  tcm  thee  in  my  Highland  plaid. 

**  Bc«ny  lad  ye' vc  been  eae  leal, 
My  heart  would  break  at  o\vr  far^^li, 


Lnti^  yom  love  has  made  me  fain^ 
Take  ma — take  m^e  for  your  fiin 
Cross  the  firth,  a^vay  they  glidcj 
Yotjng  Dartald  and  his  Lowbnd  brid^j. 

HXLLbw  FAIR. 

'^rnne~Ft/  let  7is  a''  to  BrMm^ 

"  *f  here's  fouth  of  biw  Jock/es  ai|^  Jeo|:)ip/, 
Comes  wecl  buskit  into  the  f^^ir,'  , 
With  ribbons  on  their  cockernoiiiGp^ 

And  focth  of  fine  flour  in  their  hair. 
©  Maggie  she  was  sae  wcel  bp^ked, 
That  Willie  was  tied  to  his  bride; 
The  pony  was  ne'er  belter  whisked 

W itb  a  cudgel  that  hung  fr.ie  his  side.  / 

But  Maggie  was  wondrous  jealous, 

To  3^ec  Willie  busked  sae  braw; 
And  Sawney  he  sat  in  the  ale-house, 

Aaad  hnrd  at  the  liqour  did  ca', 
TMere  v/as  Georgie  that  weel  lo'ed  bis  Issfcie, 

He  took  the  pint  stoup  in  his  arms, 
And  bugged  it,  and  $aid.  Troth  they're  eauc 

That  lo^cs  na  a  gude  father's  bairn. 

There  was  Wattie^  the  muirJand  laddie. 
Wars  Eiountcd  upon  a  grey  cowte, 
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With  swr^rd  by  hts  side,  like  a  eaddiV^ 
To  drive  in  the  sheep  and  ih6  nowte. 

Ilk  ckiubiet  sae  weel  it  did  fit  hiiD, 
It  scarcely  came  down  to  mid-thigh. 

With  hair  pouthered,  hat,  and  a  feaUi^r, 
And  liousing  at  courpon  and  tee. 

But  Bruekic  played  boo  to  Bawsie, 

And  aif  scoured  the  cowte  like  tha  wiu^; 
Poar  Wattie  he  Tell  on  the  caiircy, 

And  brined  a'  the  hahei^  in  his  skin. 
His  pii^tols  fell  out  of  the  hulstefs. 

And  were  a'  bedaubed  with  dirt: 
The  folt  ihey  came  round  hiin  in  clusters, 

Sotne  leugb,  and  cried,  Lad,  was  yo  hurt  ? 

The  cowte  wad  let  uacbody  steer  hinr^, 

fie  was  aye  sae  wanton  and  skeigh; 
The  packmens  stands  he  o*er turned  theiJi, 

And  gart  a'  the  fair  Maiad  abeigh. 
With  sneering  behind  and  before  him  ; 

For  sic  is  the  mettle  of  brutes; 
Poor  Wattie,  and  wae's  me  for  him, 

Wa«  fain  Cp^ang  hame  in  his  boots, 

Kaw  it  was  late  in  thp  ev'ning. 

And  bughting  time  was  drawing  near; 

The  las^es^had  stenched  their  greening 
With  foirth  of  braw  apples  and  beer. 
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JWitre  was  LilfM?,  and  Tibbie,  and  Sibbie? 

Aod'Ceicy  on  the  spindle  could  spin. 
Stood  glowring  at  signs  and  glas^  winiioek^^ 

Bal  deil  a  lad  bade  thezn  come  in. 

&m4e  gnide'fti  saw  ye  ever  the  like  o'C? 

See  yoiader'8  a  bonny  black  swan ; 
It  glowrs  as  it  fain  wad  be  at  as, 

Whafs  yon  that  it  hands  in  its  ban'  ! 
Awa/daft  gowk,  cries  Waltie, 

They're  a'  but  a  rickle  of  sticks; 
See  ihere  is  Bill,  Jock,  and  auld  Hsurnkky 

Ami  yonder'*  Mciis  John  and  Auld  Nr«lt. 

Qtia*  Maggie,  Come  buy  us  our  faixii^g^ 

To  Watiie,  wha  sleely  could  tell, 
I  think  thou' rl  the  flower  oi  the  clacbaa, 

In  troth  now  I'sc  gie  yon  mysel*. 
But  wha  wad  e'er  thought  it  ofihini, 

That  e'er  he  bad  rippled  the  lint  ? 
Sae  proud  was  he  of  his  Maggie, 

Thowgh  she  did  baith  scailie  and  s<|t!iit. 


FINIS. 


